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from the world were all that now obstructed their hap-
piness. One stout and shaggy steed, the bearer of all
their wealth, did not shrink from the added weight of
Dorcas; although her hardy breeding sustained her,
during the latter part of each day's journey, by her hus-
band's side. Reuben and his son, their muskets on their
shoulders and their axes slung behind them, kept an
unwearied pace, each watching with a hunter's eye
for the game that supplied their food. When hunger
bade, they halted and prepared their meal on the bank
of some unpolluted forest brook, which, as they knelt
down with thirsty lips to drink, murmured a sweet un-
willingness, like a maiden at love's first kiss. They slept
beneath a hut of branches, and awoke at peep of
light refreshed for the toils of another day. Dorcas
and the boy went on joyously, and even Reuben's spirit
shone at intervals with an outward gladness; but in-
wardly there was a cold, cold sorrow, which he com-
pared to the snowdrifts lying deep in the glens and hol-
lows of the rivulets while the leaves were brightly green
above.

Cyrus Bourne was sufficiently skilled in the travel of
the woods to observe that his father did not adhere to
the course they had pursued in their expedition of the
preceding autumn. They were now keeping farther to
the north, striking out more directly from the settle-
ments, and into a region of which savage beasts and
savage men were as yet the sole possessors. The boy
sometimes hinted his opinions upon the subject, and
Reuben listened attentively, and once or twice altered
the direction of their march in accordance with his
son's counsel; but, having so done, he seemed ill at
ease. His quick and wandering glances were sent for-
ward, apparently in search of enemies lurking behind
the tree trunks; and, seeing nothing there, he would
cast his eyes backwards as if in fear of some pursuer,
Cyrus, perceiving that his father gradually resumed
the old direction, forbore to interfere; nor, though